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SLEWSH-SNIK! 

~A sickening sound 

rung out as I drove the 
long blade of a kryss 
through the last of the 
Orc's stomachs...the 
day had been long 

and the battle fierce, 
I'd ventured forth from 
the Abbey's wall only 
the night before, and 
came upon several 

dozen orcs and the 
battle that had broken 
out chased away the 
night and half the 
day...caked in blood 
and weary, I fell atop 
the heap of slain foes 
and sat in silence, my 
own breath and the 
creaking of ancient 
trees the only sounds 
for miles...~ 

~I held the pommel of 
the worn blade and 
slowly propped myself 
up, then stood and 
turned to the bodies of 
the orcs...larger they 
seemed than even the 
greatest lord, now that 
I took the time to 
consider them, and 
geared with keen 

blades and armor that 
at first glance looked 


ancient and worn, but 
upon closer inspection 
merely hide an under 
layer of fine mail, akin 
to the smithing work of 
men...~ 

"Something is amiss in 
the lands, even darker 
than I first feared...", at 
this thought, I took out 
the statue of Ethelual, 
"Did you sense 
something, old friend? 
Something in the very 
ether that hinted at 
this foulness?” 

~I slid the statue back 
into a pocket within 
the folds of my robe 
and gathered what I 
could from the orcs’ 
belongings...they had 
traveled light, even for 
orcs...no provisions, 
few captured 

garments, and nothing 
whole enough to 
replenish the 

bandages I'd spent in 
battle...~ 

~A shufce of 

movement came to my 
attention and I 
tightened my grip on 
the hilt of my kryss, 
then spun about and 

met the shaft of a 
carved, oaken staff...a 
thunk and a shudder 
came in response, my 
blade bounced off the 
surface of the wood, 
and nearly leapt free 
of my hand...~ 

~A warm laugh came 

from beyond the staff, 
and my eyes focused, 
even through their 
weariness, charcoal 


robes and a gnarled 
hat hung about a 
seemingly frail form, 
and under the hat, a 
tangled beard peaked 
out...~ 

"You used to be faster 
than that, my young 
friend...” 

~With another laugh, 
the old man stood, 
leaning on his staff, I 
noticed blood stains 
and signs of battles 
hard fought on his 
garments, anda 
tiredness hung about 
the old man, but still I 
recognized him...The 
Cystocot, the strange 
old wizard who took 

me in what now 

seemed a lifetime ago, 
after the deaths of my 
parents at the hands 
of orcs, who taught me 
the ways of war that I 
might one day reclaim 
my birthright as a 
Paladin of Trinsic, who 
supported me with fine 
equipment and finer 
fellowship...~ 

"And you used to be 
quieter...”, I smiled 
and sheathed my 

blade, "I could hear 
the creak of those old 
bones at a hundred 
paces...” 

"Haha!", he patted my 
shoulder, his old 
hands were still firm 
and full of life, and the 
touch seemed to ease 
my spirit and rouse me 
further from my weary 
state. 

"It's been too long, 


boy! What rock have 
you been hiding 

under? I've not heard 
tale of you for 
months...only to come 
upon you fighting the 
same battle as 
myself.", he smiled 
fondly, but the smile 
faded as he looked to 
the grim pile behind 
me. 

"You've been busy, 
lad...and as sharp as 
ever, to have felled so 
many this day...but 
come, let us retire and 
catch up...there is 
much to tell...” 

~WWith a gesture anda 
chant, a blue 

moongate sprung 

forth, and we stepped 
through, into the 
streets of Skara 
Brae...the ever 
peaceful city now 
seemed like a ghost 
town...few hunters 
strode the streets, and 
the peasants had a 
look of despair about 
them. The sight of two 
battered adventurers 
seemed to disturb a 
few, and we quickly 
adjourned to the 
Shattered Skull 
Tavern...~ 


~We sat for what 

seemed like hours, as 

I told my old master of 
my time in the Abbey, 
of the fallouts of many 
battles I had 
witnessed...he sat 
silently for the most 
part, drinking in the 


information while 
smoking from a long 
pipe, as I drained a 
stein of ale...~ 

As I finished my tale, 
the old mage looked 
up, grief clear on his 
face, "I'm glad to hear 
you've had some 
peace...your days 

have always been 
marred with blood, 

and for that, I bear no 
small responsibility... 
"You guided my path, 
friend...but you did not 
put me upon it.”, I 

said, it seemed to 
comfort him, if only a 
little..."Tell me, what 
deeds have these 

days forced upon you, 

old master? What can 

you tell of the strange 
orcs I fought, if 
anything?” 

"There is an evil about 
the land, but the 

source seems quite 
skilled at hiding 
itself...", he sat back in 
his chair and puffed 

his pipe, the glow of 

the embers traced the 
scars time and battle 

had added since last I 
saw him..."I know not 
what to make of it, and 
even in counsel with 
other arcanists, I've 
learned little...I can 
say, though, that these 
orcs are but the 

rabble, the lowest 

pawns in a mighty 

order that freely roams 
our lands, they appear 
from nowhere, and 
disappear as swiftly as 


they came, leaving all 
in their path broken 
and burned...” 

"I sense the force 
behind these troubles 
may share some 

blame in the 

escalation of wars 
within the olden 
lands...ever have they 
been a place of strife 
and suffering, but 
lately the sides seem 
gripped by madness 

and frenzy...”, he sat 
for a few moments, 
staring into the fire of 
the tavern's hearth, 
lost in thought..."It is 
good that you have 

come to the field of 
battle once again...” 

I drank from the stein 
and sighed deeply, "Is 
it?”, he looked at me 
and sighed deeply, his 
expression sinking 
again. 

"We've lost many 
friends...even your 
brother, wise beyond 
his years, seems to 
have passed beyond 
sight in these days...I 
fear he will never walk 
these lands again, and 
we shall be poorer for 
not having his magic's 
at our side...", his 
voice trailed off and I 
removed my helm... 
"Have you heard from 
Shiori since last we 
sat together, old 
friend?”, a slight twang 
of desperation crept 
into my voice... 
"No...she has likely 
fallen...reckless 


girl...kind and 
gentle...but ever 
reckless...”, he sighed 
and sat forward, "And 
even young Robert is 
gone, passed into 
peaceful retirement 
only to have an Ettin 
die at his steps and 
crush his small 
cottage...we've 
touched so many, only 
to have them die or 
otherwise fade...I 
wonder sometimes if I 
should be lingering in 
these lands...” 

"Take heart, old 
friend.”, I rose and 
donned my helm 

again, "I feel the 
woods may offer more 
insight now that we 
are 
refreshed...perhaps in 
my early weariness, I 
overlooked something 
among the felled 
orcs...", I looked to my 
friend and he smiled, 
then stood and 

gripped his staff. 


